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wise counsel: "Do not become an undisciplined fellow. In political
matters you display undue haste. You conduct yourself rather roughly
and rudely. However tall you may be, never forget that the party
is very much taller than you. When the party finds itself in a critical
situation, is it not treasonable to stand on a Communist platform and
say, 'There are China-supporters here'. Whether one is a supporter
or opponent of the party's line, I can never permit any action that
violates party discipline."
His words made me think with utmost seriousness. But I did tell
Jeeva: "When I feel that a certain position is correct, how can I
remain silent? If my speaking up will adversely affect party discipline,
I shall have no other alternative except to stand aloof from party
work and bind myself by self-discipline. But let me make one point
clear. It is a simple fact that a pro-China trend does exist in the
Communist Party. This fact can neither be hidden nor can it be
defended. This party is bound to split into two. All of us are aware of
this. I can see that it is your desire that the party should not break
up. But the party will break up. If what I say will then be regarded
as correct, why can't I say it right now?" I felt convinced that my
question was just.
Jeeva and I were to speak that evening at a public meeting. I
suggested to him the following course of action: He should listen to
my speech and should give me his considered views on whether my
words were, as had been charged, egotistically opinionated and
likely to damage the party's well-being. I would consider his views
carefully and would modify my position if necessary. If, however,
I was unable to accept his advice, I would give up public speaking
altogether.
Jeeva came late to the meeting. He had been delayed at the Rajaji
Hall where he had participated in a Sarvodaya function, He could
only hear the latter portion of my speech. Subsequently he told me
that he was happy with my speech and that he found nothing objec-
tionable in the part he had listened to. He spoke to me further, and
his words constituted a "classroom lesson" for me. It was his last
speech. I did not meet or talk with him again.
Comrade Jeevanandam passed away suddenly a few days later.
I recorded my feelings on that day in an entry in my diary on the
following day:
24 January 1963.
Comrade Jeeva is dead. No, it couldn't be true, I thought at first.